I   MORNING MISTS
I in America began for the Ellsworth family as early as 1646,
when Sergeant Josiah Ellsworth, youngest son of John
Ellsworth, of Derbyshire, England, was living in Windsor,
Conn.
For me, in the eighth generation of his descendants, life really
began with the Chicago World's Fair. I can't remember much of
anything before that. On the twelfth day of the Fair I reached my
thirteenth birthday. It doesn't seem to me now that I missed a
single day's attendance. My father was one of the Exposition's
directors, and I had a season pass. Though ours was a religious
household, we even went to the Fair Sunday afternoons to hear
the symphony concert and sometimes, though I suppose it bothered
Father's conscience, Sousa's band.
My little sister Clare and I knew every painting, every statue, and
every vase in the Fine Arts Building. Father was chairman of the
Liberal Arts Committee and before the Fair opened went to Europe,
to invite the governments there to send art collections. I retain the
appreciation of fine paintings he taught us in those days.
But I remember the Midway best. My favourite concession there
was the Ferris wheel, on which I rode many times. Among the
ethnological exhibits the Javanese people interested me most. But I
liked it all—the Austrian Village, the Streets of Cairo, and the rest
of it. In the Exposition proper was the Eskimo Village, where
native mushers of the Arctic, wearing parkas even in the hot
weather, cracked their long dog-whips.
At this time Theodore Roosevelt, of New York, was already
known for his love of outdoor life. He built the Boone and
Crockett log cabin on "Wooded Island" and presented it to the
Fair. A long-haired hunter was in charge of this exhibit, which was
a place of fascination. When the Fair was dismantled, my father
bought the log cabin and moved it to his farm at Hudson, Ohio,
where I spent the more pleasant years of my boyhood.
My mind is clear about few events that happened before the
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